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shaped party! on the sofa. "A new
bonnet!" She got up and walked
toward it. "From Palmer's. H I
-- hould love to see it I believe I shall
take a peep. Dora And I are no inti-
mate t?ho won't mind." So, according-
ly, two small gloved hands snepped
the cord, removed the paper, took off
tho cover, and unswathed from its
tissue-pape- r wrappings a green velvet
hat all trimmed with surah and curly
tips.

"Oh!" she cried, "my hat!" For in
imagination it had already been hers.

prise. Hhe was so full of vivacity, ot
mirth. When the guests were gone
she went up to her husband, and lean-
ing over the back of the chair whereifl
he sat bent and kissed him several
times.

"You dear old Phil ! I xvas cross
to-nig-ht wasn't I? 'And I didn't
thank you for that beautiful bonnet!"

"But " stammered Kesterson.
"It is exactly the shade of the fai

and I'll have my dress of that made up
right away, it is a charming bonnet !

You dai ling DOT !"
Beamingly Mr. Kesterson received

his dehived caresses. Put he made up
his mind at that moment that one never
could understand a woman, and that it
was no use trying to do so.
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husband ft himself, because ft much
more recent one.

"To tell you the trnth, Kent, I'm
going to buy mv wife a bonnet no, a
hat."

Charley first laughed and looked
quizzical, then grew suddenly serious
as the possibility of his Data being at
that moment sighing for suitable head
covering occurred to him.

"Women always do want new boi-net- s

for Easter, don't they?"
From the standpoint of a longer mat-

rimonial experience, Philemon, with
decision, answered, "Yes."

"Funnv, ain't it?"
"Very."
"Guess I'll go with yon. How do

von know vou'll get what vour v ifo
will like?"

"That's as easv as rolling off ft log.
She told me."

"Oh! Not & surprise, then?"
"No."
When tho two gentlrmen entered

Palmer's, Mr. Kesterson explained to
the saleslady who waited upon them
the particular features of the partic-
ular chapeau his wife desired. At
least, ho endeavored to describe them.

"The color had two names," he said,
"and, though I can't exactly remember
them, I know I would if I xvero to hear
them again."

"Crushed strawberry?" she sug-
gested.

"No."
"Harrison bluo?"
"No-o.- "

"Terra cotta?"
Mr. Kesterson wiped his forehead.

He feared his friend was laughing at
him, and ho was becoming desperate.

"Yes," ho murmured, "1 think that's
it terra cotta."

"Oh, then, this must be it," and she
brought from tho showcase a trim little
bounot.

"Has it tips? Sho said the ono she
preferred had tips."

"Dear me, yes." replied the sales-
lady, as she smilingly revolved the
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fttlolo. O Qnoon of heaven, rejoloel
Alleluia

Th' angelic hogt let thy tweet YOioa

Iad In triumphant hymni of nrali
For this most Klorioua day of dayi.

Alleluia

For Ha whom thou In purity bore,
AUeluia

It risen ; and the tomb no more
Can hold the faithful who will rii
With tongs of triumph to the skies.

Alleluia !

He is risen He Is risen !

AUeluia:
Broken is the dark stone prison ;

Angela stand before the tomb ,

Kaater light dispels its gloom.
Alleluia I

He is risen. Loud we sing ;

Alleluia!
But with anthems, upward wing
Plaintive minor cries to thee,
'Or a pro nobte," Star of the sea !

Alleluia.

AN EASTER BON NET;
OB,

Why Mrs. Philemon Kesterson
Was Worried.

BY KATE M. CLEAR!--
.

OU haven't tried
a muflin, dear,"
said Mr. Kester-
son.

"No,'' dismall-
y-

"Nor touched
vour chop."

"No," more
dismally.

"Nor tasted
your coffee."

"No," most
dismally.

It was a verv
pretty room, that in which the Kestcr-on- s

sat at bieakfast. A big Persian
rng partly covered the polished floor ;

there were sash curtains of China silk
on the windows ; the table was a mira-
cle of snowiness, sparkle, and tempting
riands ; a bowl of violets stood on the
low, tiled mantel, and over on a broad
lounge in the baywiudow kicked a lit-
tle dimpled, rosy baby, Philemon Kes-
terson, Jr.

"My love, what is the matter?"
"Oh, nothing!"
"You are ill, Augusta, or you are

worried. Which is it?"
Mrs. Kesterson rolled between her

slim white ringers one of the ribbons
of her old-ros- e morning gown.

"I'm she replied, with
quite a pathetic tremble in her voice.

"Well?" queried her lord.
"I haven't anv money!" broke out

Mrs. Kesterson.
Philemon stared.
"Why, my dear Augusta, it is only

five davs since you drew $50."
"1 I know, darling: but I saw such

lovely faille selling at an ftblUrdlj low

!)rioe. I thought it would be
not to buy it. You'd have to

pay so much more, if I should happen
to need some in the future. Don't you
see, love?"

Mr. Kesterson put his hands in his
pockets and leaned bade in his chair.
He had not been married long enough
to make him either callous or irritable
regarding requests for money.

"Well, no. my dear; I can't exactly
oay I do. What is it yo'i need?"

"A new hat to wear Master Sunday."
Mr. Kesterson laughed. "Now, why

in the world do women always want a
new bonnet fox Easter ? I don't buy a
new hat because Lent is over. Well,
well, how much will the bonnet cost ?"

"I don't want bonnet," corrected
Mrs. Keateraoi 'I want a hat. A
bonnet makes c ook so old."

Philemon sm benignantlv on tho
dimpled wild-ros- e face across the
table, and thought it w ould he a pecul-
iar headdress which could idpert to
its curves and color an appearance of
age.

"Well, a hat, then. How much?"
"I don't know, but I did see just the

rery oue I want. It was in Palmer's
window the loveliest hat. all sage-gree- n

velvet and surah, and the cuu-Hinge- st

little curly tips."
Mr. Kesterson smiled nioro broadly.

He rose. He kissed his wife.
"Money is very scarce, my dear, but

I'll see I'll see!" And he shrugged
himself into his light spiing overcoat
end betook himself down-town- .

If not exactly an old man's darline,
Mrs. Kesterson was the adored wife of
e man oonsldereblj older than herself.
But then the tree barely

It was quite a chilly morning, and
the draught circled through the car on
which Mr. Kestereoa rode to hit piece
of business at a positively rueumetic
rate: but Philemon was oblivious of
uch small discomforts, Thfl con-

sciousness of a kind dei d contemplated
eeeini d to keep his feot as we as his
heart warm.

"Wonder if she thought me indiffer-
ent to her re lOest. Shell know bet-
ter this evening, Won t she be de-

lighted, though?" And he rubbed his
hi aided chin in an ecstasy of anticipa-
tion. Arrived at Stato street he tnrnt d
In t lie diiei tion of Palmer's niiilinerv
stoic Within half a block of hit dee
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Kneeling hstlda her 'mid a knoeling t hrnng
in the dim twllih' of the temple. wh-r- e

The KaHtur hude, scent laden, fillod the air
With xuwt aroma and the solemn Bonn,

Low rhantid, fli.fite.1 through tho holy place,
I watchud th Bftltata of her melting eyos

Veil their Hoft radiance, and o'er that fair face
Stole reverent Rtillntss. as with gentle nighn

Sinn from her sinless lips were soon confessed.
(Ah, fairest saint, were all sins Imt as tbine!)

IMS lifting ha whlto forehead from Its pil-
lowed rest,

Turning her sail sweet viiage, pure with thought
ilivino,

She murmured, hending toward me as I sat,
"Char s. Mrs. Smith yet wears her wiutei

hat I"

An Ancient Custom.
It is difficult to ascertain the precise

origin of the graceful custom o uni-
versal in France and Oermany and
more or less prevalent throughout the
world of offering eggs at the festival
of Easter. The Persians give each
other eggs at the new year, the Rus-
sians and the Finns at the festival of
Easter. Among the Bomans tho year
opened at Easter, as it did among the
Franks under the Capets. Mutual
presents were bestowed; and as the
egg is tho emblem of tho beginning of
all things, nothing better could be
found as an offering. The symbolic
meaning is striking ; eggs are the germs
of fecundity and abundance, and we
wish our friends all the blessings con- -

tained within the slender shell when
we offer this gift, whose fragility
represents that of happiness here be-

low. The lirfmnns commenced their
repast with an egg. hence the pro-
verbial plna-o- , "Ah ovo usque ad
mala " and we still say, to express go-

ing back to the commencement - be-

ginning - ab ovo.

The ii.nl Egg's Revenge.
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Tile Siiiine.l ClU.
A verv eurions old Eester CTIlton in

BhropRnire end BerefonUfcire,
li to mul e ii l'icli uiul expeneiTe

oekc eelled kiranel cake. The eekce
ere raised end the eraet i sede of
fine floor end wsIm with eooogh eei
frOB to give it ii (l ep yellow eolor. The
Interior li tilled witfa mittrieli ol u

. . ii.li f
1 cuke, with plenty of

oe Aii 'I lenoa peel end oilier k"kI
tliiin,'". Thej ete node 05 verj stiff,
tied up in 11 cloth end boiled lot lererel
bourn, efter wbiea they ore broehed
over with nn and th.-- heked,

hn reedv f'r mile the vruxt is u

wbieh th
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MY HAT1 SHE EXCLAIMED.

She stooped to pick up the card which
had fallen on the rug. In blank as-

tonishment she reed th' line thereon.
In wild suspicion she d it. In an
agony of doubt, bewilderment, misery,
she perused it again. Her husband
had sent Dora tho very hat she had de-

scribed to him ! Hadn't she heard
rumors of his having been attentive to
Dora long ago? But now! that was
his writing and his name! with his
dear love oh! Hut Dore would be
returning soon! In a feverish hurry
Mrs. Kesterson restored the hat and
card to their pieces in the box and
tied up the latter. Then she drew
down her veil, let herself softly out of
the house, and hurried home. There

she found awaiting her t lie terra cotta
bonnet. "Hi1 didn't inclose anv card
to mo!" she commented, bitterly!
"Oh, no' Just sent mo this ugly old
thing."

When Philemon, radiant at the pros-
pect of his reception, entered his home
thit night he was confronted by a red-eye- d,

irresponsive, and resentful littlo
huh-- .

"V what is it, deer est? Didn't you
get the -- the. hat?"

"No, did'nt get the hat," retorted
his wife, with a stinging emphasis on
the pronoun, which was quite lst on
her innocent spouse. " got a hideous
Uttle bonnet."

"Wasn't it the one you described?"
queried Philemon, aghast.

A look of crushing scorn was the
wnlv answer he received. The) very
evening, as mute and miserable they
set in the parlor, who should be usher-
ed in but Mr, and Mrs. Charles Kent.
A. d Mrs. Kent wore her new hat, Sho
to come! And wear it! The insolence
oi it made Mrs, Kesterson grow white
as death. Hut what uis that Charley
Kent was saving iu that rollicking
voice of his?

"Look bore, Kesterson, the cud you
wrote VOUr w iff to-da- v w hen we bank
rupted ourselves on Eaetef Ixmneie,
t be ent home in I 'ora's 1mx ."

"Eh cried Philemon.
Mrs Kesterson gasped. The blood

cwne back from lie heart with u rush.

nw" n III
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bonnet before his ignorant eyes.

"All right, then. Oive mo a couple
of cards."

On one he wrolo the address and on
the other, "With my dear love. Phile-
mon."

"How much ? "
"Twenty-fiv- e dollars."
Keeterson gasped,' but he w ent hero- -

n (
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icftUy down in his pocket and counted
out the sum.

'Think I'll take that o-i- fat Dova."
said Kent, Indicating en thetic hat
in the window. And when he had paid
fin- it and given the feddreM lie and
Kesterson walked out ahd o,er to
Kinaley's, where on the strength of
their good deeds the treated them- -

selves to a VelV choice luncheon.
Meanwhile the (utelUgent and din
oi Lminatii g ale ledj boxed l i for-

warded Mrs Philemon Kesterson'
terra colta bonnet to that lad v. but
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